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Dayhnak. 



With what restrained, yet gathering, force, 
Day grows in the reluctant sky ! 

The sun, on his unvarying course. 
Lights many a path to choose and try : — 

Oh Day that stands 'twixt night and me. 

Shall we be friends eternally ? 

Or shall I bid you melt away 

As thro' the western fires you go, 

That, of the lost, misshapen clay 

My touch distorted j none may know ? 



11. 

Light breaths its innocent first breath 
Soft on a world that needs it so. 

Low on a world that listeneth. 
I see the horizon sharper grow. 
And by earth's darkening face I know 

The unrisen sun that wakes beneath, 
A whole day's life that stirs below. 

All fates that men go forth to meet, 

In indistinguishable guise, 
Together held, the sad, the sweet, 

Helpless in dawn's restraining skies, 

Wake in a mist of secresies, — 
Tho' one man dream of joy complete, 

And one of griefs assured surprise. 



Ddybreak. 

in. 

Oh passionate beauty of the sea, and sweet 

Still tolerance of the sky, 

Whose stony softness fails perpetually 
That plaint subdued to meet. 
So do my days, before the sphinx's feet 

As piteous plaintiffs lie. 

Yet in my soul, as in the world create, 

There shall be no more sea, 
And sure solutions shall annihilate 

The .questioning force in me. 
Which shall, redeemed from its forlorn estate, 

Be sky unendingly. 



Perception. 

Wakilig suddenly to day. 
And to powers untrapped as yet 
By the senses daily net, 

I, in absolute array. 

Saw the flashing sword-blades, set 

In the human way ; 
Saw the wounds that men forget. 
Cut too deeply for regret 
In the lethal fume and fret 

Of their work and play. 



Weariness. 

We, who are weary with the little seen, 
To hid infinities would turn for aid 
Against this trouble of the tangible ; — 
We, seen and unseen buffeted between, 

The expectant patronage of earth would trade 
For claims too high fulfilment to compel. 



Mine. 

Mine, only mine, and mine alone, and mine, again I cry, 
Mine on the earth, — and underneath, and mine beyond, 

the sky, — 
Mine late and soon, in early Time or late Eternity, 
A priceless thing that none forego, since none can claim 

but I. 

Chaos breaks into order sweet, the order sweet of thee, — 
Indifferent millions emphasize. thy dear identity ,^ 
And alien charms like raindrops fall in this still lake of me. 
Fed from one holy river's deep, exhaustless purity. 



Jealousy. 

I 

Her waking thoughts I bribe with love 
Upon One only path to move ; — 
But in her dreams I must defer 
To the least hint, the smallest stir, 
Of by-gone things that come to her, 
Her single, separate life that proVe. 

Ah, from a state so incomplete 
Withhold thy memory's tribute, sweet ! 
Imperfect pleasure, erhpty pain, 
Is all unchanged to thee again ? 
Or does this rose's scent explain 
Old thorns about thy lonely feet ? 



In my jealous heart it seems 

Some mirage of other years 
Might, from floating thro' your dreams, 

Sully one among your tears, — 
Some most perilously plain 
Poisoned drop of sacred rain. 

Glancing thro' another one, 

Should there flash a q.uivering, bright 
Prism that some other sun, 

Ere it failed you, set alight, 
It would darken all the rays. 
All the treasure of to-day's, 
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Effort. 

Awed with its own still loveliness, each morn 

The world's new-born. — 

Yet is my spirit, thro' that seeming rest. 

With thought oppressed 

Of each light petal straining to keep true 

The balance of the dew : 

Each cloud to shape, thro' portless oceans pale. 

Its harbourless white sail, 

And, thro' mid-paths of opal seas, to float 

Its vapour boat. , 



The Equator. 

Hurried in from either pole. 

Panting piteous, and oppressed. 

Timid raptures hither roll, 
In thy light to be expressed. 
In thy language to be dressed, 
In thy lulling warmth confessed, 
Comforted, sustained, and blessed. 

Oh, Equator of my soul, 

Starred with countless points of rest, 

Sunned with courage and control. 



Phantoms. 

Tho' in my waking dreams yon are. 

And in your own, asleep. 
Who knows, oh many-mirrored star. 

What vigils else you keep 
In dreams of dreamers dreamed afar ? — 

How soft, how wide, how deep ? 

Who knows how many a happy kke 

Your light has travelled to ? 
What flocks of phantoms nightly take 

Their several ways from you, — 
Behind what clouds a passage make, — 

What thoughts of heaven renew ? 



Jewels. 

Once, on your garden speech intent, 

I at the window, strove to seem 

Pleased with an indoor argument, — 

Yet forward bent 

With ready ear, to catch the stream 

Of jewelled sound the distance sent. 

And many a word. 

As from a far 

Melodious firmament. 

Lodged there, and sparkled like a star, 

Which, scarcely spent, 

Another flashed to supplement, 

And be preferred ; — 

Till I, so wondrously arrayed. 

Forgot to shade 

My changing ornament. 

Or be afraid 

If all could see it, as I felt and heard. 



A Double -Cherry-Tree. 

'Neath snows like these I need not fear to stay ; 

They are. too soft to blind, 

Too light to crush me in their fall, too kind 

To freeze my life away. 

Their delicate mass behind. 

Illuminating day 

And the blue heavens are gay. 

Glimpsed where the flakes less intimately bind, 

More dissolutely stray. 



The Dreamer. 

Tho' I, at my fastidious will. 

Can slip the daily doom of mortals. 
Made free of fancy's subtlest portals, 

I'm lonely, lonely, lonely still. 

For there-'s one little door, long-tried, 
Which, when importunate I press. 
Blocks space with its unreadiness, 

And fetters freedom — left outside. 



Moon and Star. 

The moon and star are separate in the sky ; 

Seeing the moon I miss the star ; the star 
I forfeit, seeing the moon : but when my eye 

Strikes straight between, both beauties focussed are ; 
Yet, the point gained, those eyes must wander soon 
Whose lure 'habitual, 'habiteth the moon. 

Thro' spirit skies I learn to rneasure, sage, 

'Twixt my great light of thee, and other men's ; 

But, purposed thus to strike an average, ' 

My eyes. play rebel in their sweet suspense : — 

For, thro' the heaven they sprang from, agitate 

The tireless forms of love's first estimate. 



Meeting. 



Your guessed-at words I do exchange to. day 

For what you say ; 
Your loved ideal, imagined from afar. 

For what you are ; 
And oh, 'tis sweet to change the exalted you 

For this, the true. 
The real it is demands the daily use 

Of soft excuse, 
And where's the love ideal enough to miss 

The stimulus of this ? 



Love is a Ruler. 

Love is a ruler of such various whim. 

He makes me rich that I may give to him ; 

My life he pours from that unreasoning hand 

Held out at times in exigent demand. 

For at his will he makes my heart a home 

Where hopes from heaven may intimately come,- 

Or bids my wandering apprehensions go 

As far beyond the countries that I know, — 

After brief exile to return to me 

And bid me suffer further than I see. 



" The thought that was my best." 

The thought that was my best 

I have profaned even, 
And let the thoughts of weak unrest 

Go breaking into heaven ; 
And I, the careless sentinel, 
For this must serve my time in hell. 

A thousand hands are stretched to me, 
But whose, I am too blind to see ; 
A thousand voices at my ear, 
But whose, I am too deaf to hear. 



" The thought of you." 

The thought of you is luxury enough 

To enervate the strong, 
And I am weak, and find the path so rough, 

The way to you so long, 
I almost could sink down upon the moss. 
And, while insuring, dream away my loss. 

Abject with joy, did I this low content 

Exchange for waking pain. 
Bid sleep disguise the distance that you went. 

We should not meet again. 
Though you stood there to rouse me ; for, to you 
My lower self could never long be true. 



'■'■If you must fly, fly well." 

" If you must fly, fly well " — 
For he that leaves the ground 

Makes wingsto fly to heaven or hell, 
Confirm him, or confound. 

If you must love, love high : — 
For he that sends his soul 

Past his own keeping, must rely 
More on the intended goal. 



" Oh, crftel that my voice should fail ^ 

Oh, cruel that my voice should fail 
When I would call thee back ; 

And bitter that the light should pale 
Upon thy lessening track. 

Thro' the light breeze thy passage wakes, 

Too far away to hear. 
Oh, listen for the heart that breaks 

To have had thee once so near ! 



The Dark. 

The dark hangs plaintive over us, ere yet 

Dawn's pearly feet come treading out the dew , 

Wherewith the fields of midnight heaven are wet ;- 
Ere fresh relapses of the softening blue 

Loosen the gems in night's regalia set. 
For the skilled touch of twilight to renew. 



" Thro' sleep alone." 

Thro' sleep alone life feels the way to dreams. 
But dreams, run wild, show love the way to sleep. 

Oh beauteous thoughts that sleeplessness redeems ! 
Oh wasted hours wherein I slept so deep ! 

Robbed of the star my ordered moments bless. 
Yielding the helm it guides by me, awake. 

To the dull fingers of unconsciousness, 

How dim, how far the courses that I take ! 



Fragment. 

Aijd must I never love you any more, 

My single, sweet Before, 

And patient, unimpeachable To come ? 

Oh my sweet creed passed into martyrdom, 

To whose lit fagots I escape before 

The pursuant homelessness that once was home ! 
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" Beat, heart of love." 

Beat, heart of love, that timed the harmonies 
His hands once struck of intimate delight ; — 

Shoot forth thy pulses, bare of melodies, 
In naked protest en the insensate night. 

Life's sands, still falling thro' the tuneless dark, 

Are left to mark. 

The rhythms sweet that charmed their fall of old. 
Mocked its slow pace, and crowded in a day 

Joys too unmeasured for a life to hold. 
Are silent now, but with enduring sway 

The saddened pulse of love's old life holds on 

Its way alone. 



The lost thought. 

My highest thought has broken free. 
Sick of its small dependency, 

Of a richer court, and a wider, fain : 
Trap it, oh heart of my heart, for me. 
That, out of thy sweet eyes, worthily 

Throned at last, it may rule again. 



A ngels. 



Angels of mine, whose wingless presences 

Move so ethereal thro' the world I know, 
With your thronged forms, not singling hers, nor his, 

From out the glow, 
Alive to-night my jubilant memory is. 

I cannot spare you, glorious crowd, whose tread 
Leaves whitest ways the whiter for your feet. 
One touched the waters of a pool, and led 

Me from my sweet 
Immersion cleansed from many a mortal dread. 

And one, remote upon a pinnacle 

Of selfless love, has steadied all my heart ; — 
And one, with -him, to the invisible. 

Has drawn a part 

Of me, to stand his memory's sentinel. 
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Love's a Terror. 

Love's a terror when all's said, 
And his world a world of dread : — 
'Tis the world thou movest in, — 
Or that wherein thou liest dead. 

Love's a fortress and a fight, 
Holding day against the night : 

Conquering death must die therein, 
Victim to unconquered might. 



A Creditor. 

More than ever mortal met, 
Sleep's a creditor would fain 

Leave the debtor to forget, 
Flying ere the backward brain 

Wakes to knowledge of its debt, 
' As it comes to life again ; — 

Lifei however fair, that yet, 
Pauseless, were a mortal pain. 



Riches. 



You who to some far spring postpone 
The hope of currency unknown 
For this now vainly drawn upon 

Waste gold of life's December, 
For me the future's rich alone. 
Past hope complete, and heavenly sweet, 

With that which I remember. 

Oh snows of love I trod Letween, 
Where earth and heaven together lean ! 
Oh shades of angels never seen ! 

Oh incense of epdeavour ! 
The heart where such a love has been 
Is white with you, and breathes of you, and 

Breaks for you, for ever. 
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kevetation. 

Thou in thyself hast company so sweet ! 

Yet many a fragrant path that 'leads to thee 

From the cool places of thy privacy 

Thou signall'st me, 

Hot with the world's insanities of heat : 

Nor on the intrusion dost thou frown retreat 

Of my responsive feet ; 

For of thy boundless magnanimity, 

My glad acceptance is the apparent fee- 

Oh ways infrequent that the many miss ! 

How few I meet 

Out in that world that ever trod in this ! 

Half lives, alas, and mine the one complete ; 

Waste memories all, where my one memory is 

The unforsaken beat 

Of many a stainless sentinel of bliss. 

Ah, tho' in death thou should'st exclusive grow, 

It seems my life could never lose as much 

As most forego. 

And yet I know 

Too well to dream the great light's overflow 

Could fail for lack of such 

Transcendent mediums to be softened thro'. 



Possibilities. 

Who knows, who knows, what passing thing 
Into my life to-day may fling, 

To be the longest task of all 
That life is wont herself to set 
How to remember, — or forget, — 

How to abandon, — or recall. 

For me what beauties that survive 
The little actual life they live. 

May, in the substance, die in vain ? 
And what delight that's over soon 
May round the full of memory's moon, 

And hold in check^what seas of pain ? 
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A Priest. 

Priest of the Good my spirit seeks in vain, 

That's still preferred 
To all the losses of more obvious gain 

By men incurred, 

What heavenly word. 
In my behalf' thy service did ordain ? 

What angel stirred 
Thy lips to make my grateful life's refrain 

For ever heard ? 

Priest of the Good my sorrow cannot find. 

Shall I forget 
How less than nothing in this humankind 

Beside thee set ? 

Shall I regret 
Their creeds rejected, and their love resigned, 

Their hands unmet ? 
Lo, at the altar where my hope's enshrined. 

Thou standest yet. 



" Of thee I utter naugld." 

Of thee I utter naught, yet speak of thee 

In every gentle action, unto One 
Who doth ensure the earthly secrecy 

Of signs flashed heavenward past the baffled sun. 

In all the gracious grammar of that speech 
Nothing's to learn, and not a word to teach ; 
For there love's easy fluency implies 
The alien mode of earth's timidities. 



Waking Dreams. 

Oh rebel dreams 'gainst sleep that hold 

My threatened consciousness, 
Who to commanding life have sold 

The service you profess : — 
How, fashioned in orie only mould 

Of shrinking tenderness, 
Such clear desertion are you bold 

Unshrinking to confess ? 



H 



Pity. 

Pity, from wastes of fruitless sighs 

In act and word makes exodus, 
When open grief upon her cries 

To hear and help him, thus and thus- 
But for some private agonies, 

That shoot and signal unto us 
Their secrets not to recognize, 

Their cure at our own risk discuss, 
Sick at our hearts and helpless lies 

Unpitied Pity, piteous. 



A clear shy. 

Oh moon, you were so beautiful last night. 

Thro' dim cloud oceans shapelessly a-sail, 
A varying mystery of constant light. — 

But in this warmth your floating laces fail. 
And leave you, guessed no longer infinite. 
Fixed in crude outline, palpable and bright. 
The obvious spoil of any ignorant sight ! — 
Must every glory, clearer growing, pale ? 
Must every light its cloudier grace belie. 
Left plain and helpless on the emphatic sky ? 



Dispossessed. 

My joys, turned skyward from their courses even, 

Caught in the wind of love's unearthly breath. 

Rose to the radiant privacy of heaven 

From me, uncrowned beneath, 

To match their lights with Ariadne's seven. 

And proud was I to search the dazzliiig height 
For gems once close about my human brow, — 
No more regardful of a mortal's right. 
But I am weary of the vigil now. 
And stars are only visible — at night. 
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" Viewless ifi wavmth." 

Viewless in warmth the vapourous moisture lies 
Like love, inpalpable when thou art near ; 

But what a whirl of cloudy births surprise 
The quickening impulse of a colder air ! 

So does my love fall, thro' the vacancy 
Left cold by thee, to visible forms of snow, 

Spring shapely on the blue for all to see, 
And fused no more in shy incognito. 



Two Worlds. 

Love makes no claim that I should think with you, 
Rise with your raptures, droop with your despair : 

The world of thought is wide enough for two. 
And they -are richest, who go singly there. 

Tho' in that world divided, yet are we 
In this not driven any space apart : — 

There we are young with all we cannot see,— 
Here we are old with love's eternal heart. 



"Out of the past." 

Out of the past could I enchant thee now 

To fill the future ? No ! 
Beyond the past 'twere treason to allow 

That human joy could go. 

I by strange ways am wandering back to thee, 
Strange ways, that, wide and far, 

Move under skies of dark fidelity 
To one withholden star. 
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Paradox, 

So deep a thought I never move, 
Nor grow a thought so tall, 

As when I look on you, and love, 
And never think at all. 

I never choose a path so free. 
Nor am so much a thrall. 

As when, intent to follow thee, 
I do not choose at all. 



Units. 



Love turns a year to days. 
An hour 
He breaks 

To instants separate as a diamond shower ; 
He shakes 

From its dull face a blaze 
Of pointed- rays, 
Made units by his power. 
.So from the rule of tyrannous Time he takes 
The months, weeks, days. 
And separate pulses of their treasure makes 
To Time's amaze. 



A Broken May Branch. 

Dead branch, you have chosen a flpwery place 

To hang, and dwindle in brown disgrace. 

There is delicate life in the tree to spare 

Whose white breath covers it everywhere. 

Did the shadowy guerdon, meant to crown 

Your limbs, with weariness weigh you down ? 

Or, on less delicate murder bent. 

Did some random shaft of accident 

Blast you there in your sweet retreat. 

Single sadness v;ithin the sweet ? 

For the tree's sweet life continueth. 

Sad, oh branch, with a single death, — 

And the month's sweet creed you blossomed from 

Is sad with a, single martyrdom. 
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A way. Dark Phantom ! 

Away, dark phantom, that mak'st all things vain ! 
I cannot feel the light, luxurious rain, 
Rest in the stars, nor kindle to the sun ; 
Thr^' thee the purpose of my life's undone ! 

It fades. The sun strikes mercilessly down. 
Next, in the rushing of the rain I drown ; — 
Then a blind whisper darkens all the blue, — 
" What if the purpose of thy life went too ? " 



A Grave. 



On cold ground are gathered here 
Grief and fear. 

All but my more earthly mind 
Left behind. 

Here my body, sad alone. 

Makes its moan. 

Stretching 'gainst my weak alarms 
Tender arms. 

From your grave your memory 
Beckons me, 

Bids me in its wise embrace 

Hide my face. 



Invocation. 

Storm the rich towers of silence, and arrest 

Death angels hurrying by, 
Oh foolish man, of all things dispossessed, 

Who dares not die ! — 
Droop the pale feather of thy mortal crest 

That sought the sky, 
Low in the dust, to whose magnetic breast 

The generations of the hopeless fly. 
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For a Picture of Dawn. 

A dawn that never passes day 

To reach the dusk ; — a sun 
Arrested softly on its way 

That barely is begun ; 
An infant light, forbid for ever 
The force of day, the noon's endeavour. 

'Tis here, in fields I never knew, 
My feverish thoughts have guessed 

The wealth of that suspended dew 
Invisibly at rest ; — 

The stainless, unreserved surrender 

Of one of many mornings' splendour. 



To R, H. 

May-Blossorn. 

Nurslings from Beauty's elemental breast, 

Some emulous pulses of her energy 
In this fulfilment of delight at rest. 

Your hands have held, and parted with — to me. 

The embodied breath of some shy tenderness 
Too cruelly conscious, to take form on earth 
Till trapped and tangled in this thorny birth, — 

Like love, through grief impassioned to confess. — 

Leaves zephyr loosed from some Elysian tree 
To share the fever of terrestial spring. 

Their fairy fitness blanched and shadowy 
With the sweet trouble of remembering. 

But ah, since language blows so barrenly. 
Let mine from poverty expressed refrain. 
Biding its time with autumn haws to stain 

The hardened year that saw such beauty die. 
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Hope Resigned. 

Celestial ?hip, for heaven full-sailed and free, 

I launch you on the limitable sea 

Of life's Impossible', 

Choked with the wreckage of men's hopes that went 

Down with the burden of their discontent 

That no material, quick accomplishment 

On- earth befell. 

I launch you fearless, with a steady crew 
Of quiet thoughts that out of patience grew. 
Whom, beyond time, I trust to pilot you : 
For oh, my heart, 

The immense Impossible we seem to see 
Within the future's Posssible may be 
Its simplest part. 



"My fate that slept." 

My fate that sleft in the east, one day 

Grew and glowed with the waxing sun. 
But sent no signal of sweet dismay 
To me of the birth begun. 

So I arose with a steady eye, — 

A mortal moved 'mid a mortal throng, 
With never a wistful thought that I 
Should not be mortal long. 

Then, ere I knew, ydn were at my side, 

Defeat and glorious victory ! — 
Who life to the mortal — -first denied, 

And loosed the immortal — me. 



Life and Death. 

Can life be near with death so far ? 
Returning from a grave, full fain 
Of the alive and life again. 
Our shrinking visions, all in vain 

Averted from the dead that are, 
After the dead that must be, strain. 
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" Part of the Heaven." 

Part of the heaven of other spheres, 
Ts earth more earthly than the stars ? 

One with' eternity, are years 
To its existent glory bars ? 

If ever, life's immortal now, 

Judged every hour, if judged at all, — 
Yet for what issues I ajid thou 

Look to the body's funeral. 



"If an Angel." 

If an angel (unaware 

I had left thee grieved afar) 
Thro' the free, cslestial air, 

Moved upon me like a star, 
At-thy frown within his smile 
I should tremble all the while. 

Every favour blindly given 

Thy reproach would make to me. 

So the sunniest smiles of heaven 
In. thy human censures be. 

My beloved; glowing thro' 

Each rebuke I bear from you. 



Night. 

Piercing her sable flag unfurled. 

Stars hail the tireless traveller, night ! 

In easy pursuit round the world 
Of the abashed and hunted light. 

She moves in confident advance 

On day's unhappiest circumstance. 
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Heaven. 

Things never known on earth in heaven may be 

For us to'know, — 

But oh, 

Before we 'pray to see 

Strange ecstasies aglow, 

Be this our earliest importunity, — 

That those of us who go 

May lose, to find indeed, the things that we 

In finding, lost, below. 



Freewill. 



A web is woven along my way 

From looms of a spent world's secresy ; — 
And, qyenched by clouds from the past that stray, 

The stars go out in my spirit's sky. — 
What would you give for it, you who say 

'Twas the light of my will I stumbled by ? 

Yet some days witness a star surmount' 
The blind horizon that hems me in. 

Made free by its light, I only count 
As sin, the sins that I do therein. 

For by that alone can my life account 
A battle open to lose or win. 



Who knows ? 

Who knows what shadowy brows may share 
The laurel wreath on the victor's hair ? 
How many a silent sickle sweeps 
The field one living conqueror reaps ? 
What fateful wires, from the past that held. 
His course to victory half-compelled ? — 
And how in his fall, shall the conquered tell 
If himself, or his fathers, fell ? — 
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Sympathies. 

Ignore me still, revile, praise, blame, 
World of to-day, or mock me now, 

For in my life some sweet days came 

Whose breath goes soft about my brow, 

And makes a halo, all the same. 

Moon of to-night so cold and bland. 
With that old moon identical. 

Pause first in heaven, and' understand ; — 
Then with thy snows ephemeral 

Sprinkle the sea, and blanch the land. 

For none but sympathies august 
Exclusive sorrow need receive, 

While there's no star in heaven but must 
Be tremulous with her right to grieve, 

And loftier with her right to trust. 



Forward. 

Negligent of hurt, 

In heroic guise, 
Peacefully alert. 

With his onwg.rd eyes. 

Thro' the heart of pain, 
To the front of strife. 

Love, with loosened rein, 
Spurs the laggard life. 

Such a strength in man 
He can force or find, 

Lovers in the van 

Leave the world behind. 
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Fragments. 



Rivals. 
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The thought of you leapt from my heart 

To greet you as you came : — 
The thought of you shrank with a sudden smart, 

And what you were — for shame. 



Alternative. 

You will be part of my death 

If I wholly die ; — 
Or of what survives my breath 

But a part shall I. 



" Of a new prince new bondage," say, 
Where shall we go for freedom, since. 

Missing ihe old, we fear the sway 
Of a new prince ? 



Icarus. 



Like Icarus, I made me wings to fly, 
And was, like him, undone. 

For, with my flight's familiarity, 
I did affront the sun. 



A Garden. 

I'd lead thee there, but oh, be warned ! 

In this same garden plot 
The roses stand sq thickly thorned. 

And many flowers are not. 



Nocturnes. 



Sleep. 



child of mine, tho' jealously 
The mother's patent I define, 

Usurping sleep out -mothers me. 

Oh child of mine ! 

Each hour her large embraces be, 

With care -as wistful and benign, 
Intrusive slid 'twixt mine arid thee, 

1 must endure the privacy 
This earliest intimate of thine 

Enforces at my very knee. 

Oh child of mine. 



I dare not love thee, sleeping so, 
I dare not, dare not, lest my touch 

Grow tremulous with the to and fro 
Of pulses loving thee too much. 

Intense and thrilling, even to shake 

A whole day's weariness awake. 

For these shut lids shall morning's spell 
, A cloudless recompense reveal ! — 
Ah, child, and is it possible, 

Lulled thus on mine, thou dost not feel. 
Light -laid upon thy baby breast. 
My whole life's weariness at rest ? 



With thee my arms and darkness hold 

Thy little sins asleep. 
And warm for them against the 'cold 

My tolerant heart must keep. 

Where else, tho' all the world be warm 
Thy varying charms to greet. 

Shall these, abandoned in the storm,. 
Effect and find retreat ? 
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Nocturnes. 



IV. 

Softly innocent of thorn, 

Blows the phantom flower of sleep, 
Nightly thine to lose at morn, 

Nightly thine again to keep ; 
Flower of flowers that earth commands 
For the touch of tired hands. 

On my bosom blow again, 

Cloudy petals of repose ! — 
Load the grey sky's heart of rain 

With the rapture of a rose ; — 
Thrill it with the sweet request 
Rose, for rain, — and child, for rest ! 



Earth, with a mother's sympathies. 
Turns from her day-spring in the west ; 

With her own shadow shields our eyes. 
And draws us to her darkening breast, — 

In aim solicitously one 

With mine your sleep was wooed upon. 

The popr dull rains that fall to-night 
Wash blindly man/ a radiant hue ; — 

Unkissed of Iris, they alight 
On thirsty petals red and blue, 

Whose potencies of color fly 

With light across another sky. 

For darkness nothing can displace, 
His easy flag in heaven unfurled, 

To colour gives perpetual chase, 
And keeps it flying round the world ; 

Winning, for her sun-weary brood. 

The pathos of earth's gratitude, 
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Nocturnes. 



Flower of flowers to pleasure me, 

Opening daily to the world, 
Every night I gal her thee. 
Pale with day's publicity. 

To be furled 
In a nightlong privacy. 

When, thro' many a dreary hour 

Dull with night, and still, and blind, 
There's no rainbow for a shower, 
There's no hue for any flower, 

Left behind 
Out of colour's daily dower. 



Dreams. 

Oh rule me to be wholly thine. 

Soft, sleeping mesmerist ! 
One moment make the horizon mine 

Of thosp sweet eyes I kissed ; — 
Within its wide, star-broken line, 

On my bold claims insist 
To see one vision wax and shine, — 

Then lose me in the mist. 

Yet, ever fearful of alarm, 

My Fancy's loth to know 
If sleep has dreams to match the charm 

Its outward touches show. 
She warns me not to risk her harm 

So far a-field, for lo. 
Close captive of my tender arm, 

A dream of stars and snow ! 
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Nocturnes. 



Illusion. 

Oh truant from the gates of gold, 

What tongue of man shall answer me 

This is not heaven I enfold, 
A snakeless Eden that I see, 

A perfect paradise I hold. 

Where, undismayed of any sting. 
The timorous heart of joy may set 

Its youngest thought a-wandering, 
Its shivering mortal, — to forget, — 

Its voiceless harmonies, — to sing. 



Thorns. 



Curved subtly inward from your sleep. 
To the still heart that pillows you, . 

My bosom's thorns are running deep,— 
The wrongs I did, the wrongs I do ;- 

Oh tender hands such nails to drive 

Where every nerve is sensitive ! 



Lily flag of late unfurled ; — 

Snow from heaven divinely flung 

Whitening into hope a world 

Pain and death have darkened long !- 

Baulked awhile of earthlier bliss, 

Thee asleep I dare not kiss. 

No rebuking tenderness 

Fain thro' dreams to follow thee, — 
No invited close caress 

Void of all but ecstasy, — 
Nothing, now, can come between 
Thee and love's untold serene. 
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Nocturnes. 



Thee, crouched behind the veil of night, 
Pain stabs on my rebeUious heart ; 

And suffering sleep is watching, white 
With me, its dull, ingenious art. 

Yea, white and whiter, Sleep and I 

Pale with a child's forsaken cry. 



- II. 

Is it for little day-light joys. 

Malignant darkness levies this, — 
These moans for hours of merry noise 

The early claims of Nemesis ? 
From tender arms that clasp in vain 
Caught to the solitudes of pain. 

III. 

Grown patient piteously now 

With patience wrung from weariness. 
How shall we dare assume that thou 

Dost for thy silence suffer less ? 
I feel the pulses manifold 
That gathered in my arms I hold. 



IV. 

I know the wistful world to Day 
And E)iscord will awaken soon ; — 

For all its need I only pray 

This one small instrument in tune, — 

One poppy dropped by dawH, instead 

Of yellow roses for thy head. 
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Nocturnes. 



Closed as I never thought to see 
Your living eyes, I see them now : 

And only piteous iMemory 

Burns with the fever of your brow, — 

Thrills with the hardly baffled breath 

That fanned you from the lips of death. 

Your hair's bright fountain, ever gay. 
Long banished from the brow's distress, 

Breaks forth in petulant display 
Of unextinguished loveliness, 

Your pallid sleep lest it profane 

Swept quickly backward like a pain. 

Self-charmed from their own quivering. 
Are Love's still arms about you thrown : — 

The music of his heart to sing 

For Love's own sake his lips postpone ; — 

For even must the pulses be 

That pillow such fragility. 



With downward lashes, veiling deep 

Soft stars of pain, 
The troubled angel of thy sleep 

Is here in vain, 
Sad with the wasted dreams that he 

Had brought for thee. 

Oh hush then only for his sake ! 

In pity go 
With him a little, who would make 

Thee happy so, 
Away from sorrow, hand in hand, 

As he had planned. 



A stranded creature of the sea 

For whom the earth has no redress ! — 
So, pallid patience, you might be 

The baffled, lost, companionless,- , 
Mute child of some eternity. 

Left captive in a strange caress 
Of half-remorseful ecstacy, 

For time to tutor, and distress. 
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Loss. 



Death takes you from me to his arms 
As I besought of sleep in vain ; 

And death has all of slumber's charms, 
And nothing of its waking pain : — 

While, for soft sleep, your nurse of old, 

, I clasp a burden far too cold. 

Your hands loose not my sweeping hair 
In sport, as they were wont to do ; 

But, the' 'tis left so vainly fair, 

'Twill never whiten with your woe, — 

Nor feel your silver tears come down 

Upon its dead, unhappy brown. 



II. 

Of sleep it was death learned this tenderness ;- 

Of sleep did he 
Some vision, soft as any love's caress, 

Implore for thee. 
With words familiar ; for, a stranger, dumb. 

He dared not come. 

Full motherly, as if to soothe and bless 

Indeed, he came. 
And took thee, — happy with a lost distress, — 

Whose looks proclaim 
How glad, how free, how smiling to be his. 

Thy shyness is. 



III. 

In time before Ae^ut behind 

In old eternity,' 
My child in time have I resigned 

My parent sweet to be 
In that new life I wait to find. 

And think to learn, — of thee. 

As knowledge for a childish ear. 

By lips of love revealed. 

In tender speech is softened here, — 

Thy lost, sweet lips will yield 

High things, in this unanswering sphere 

To life's long childhood sealed. 
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Dawn. 



We share the day that's breaking now, 
But share it, child, unequally : — 

I fathom deeper things than thou 
Dost ever learn in teaching me ; 

As young day, wakening in its breast. 

Illumines all the ignorant east. 

Lo, of the thoughts thine eyes inspire, 
And love has focussed back on thee, 

The least thou canst no more acquire 
Than it, without thyself, could be : — 

Yet all the laws of life allow 

We share the day that's breaking now. 



II. 

To dreaming earth the gathering light 
Gives back her littleness again, 

Unstars the legendary night. 

And makes the horizon clear and plain 

Yet tender to some baby dream 

Of yours, its soft incursions seem. 

The day for you is not begun, 
For sleep and silence still enfold 

This tender vision, now the sun 
That set so rosy, rises gold ; — 

A sun that's shy of waking you 

To watch with light the whole day thro'. 

So to a sweet conspiracy 

Dawn wakens love, and keeping still 
Their double distance, they agree 

Your sleep's intention to fulfil ; 
But jealous of the shadows, they. 
That watch you in your dreams at play. 
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Noon. 



The night of sleep is always near, 
Where human stars go' out and in ; 

And this of mine that's waxing there 
Wanes to the daylight dust and din. 

But the soft pulseS, felt afar, 

Of childhood's half reluctant rest, 

Still leave the little, earthly star 
To throb upon- a humari breast. 



You claim an early twilight, sweet. 

Who tire of day so soon ; 
Astonished light and darkness meet 

In your repose at noon, 
Yet waive their common wonderment 
Your need to solace and content. 

Of all from azure skies day-driven, 
There's many a star to spare 

To stud the little vault of heaven 
Your flight of dreams may dare. 

And break upon you, one by one. 

As 'neath your eye-lids dies the sun. 



At whispering sleep's request. 

For thee, grown weary with the day so soon. 

The tyrant noon 

Melts in the midnight of a mortal breast, 

'Neath whose" remote, unseasonable moon. 

Eyes blue with heaven go darkening into rest. 

For shades of night are present with the sun, 

And seeds of slumber at the core of day. 

Whence, strangely spun, 

Spring odourous petals, that, in tender play. 

Softly confuse, and delicately stun. 

Stroking the brow of many a weary one. 

Before they lay 

Lips of completion on the charm begun. 
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Motherless. 



For me death baffled the gentle plan 
That softens earth for the infant man. 
She on whose breast my life began 

Left me with many a tear to shed, 
Whose salt thro' the 'cup of childhood ran : 

For she, when I called her once, was dead. 

I learned so quickly, it seemed I knew 

The time to teach me was ill to spare. 
With ileeds so many, and claims so few, 
Back on itself my child-heart drew : • 
While, sad above all things orphaned, grew 
The unfingered silk of a baby's hair. 



How could you die with a child so young. 
Bearing down to your secret grave 

The one word soft for an infant's tongue ? 

(For him the hardest all words among. 
To whom no more than its sound it gave.) 

How could you leave it here in the day. 
Soft deserter, and sleep so well ? 

Its young eyes shrink with your breast away ; 

And the wordof words it cannot say 
Sea-like moans in the stranded shell. 



Is the soul of silence wrung 
Secrets such as these to have ? 

Oh sweet word, all words among 

Soft to life's unlettered tongue. 
Are you hiding in the grave, 

Hiding from a child so young ? 

Ah, but guard your ambush well ! 
Fearful grows my heart to-day 
Lest, with wakening life, there may 

Wake the half-inaudible 

Word of words it cannot say, 

Sea-like in the stranded shell. 
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The world's asleep, and not a few 
Of saddest spirits slumber deep ; 

Can'st thou not rest a little, too ? 
The world's asleep. 

Tho' baby grief is held so cheap. 

Dear are the tears that prove it true. 
The breast is cold where thou should'st weep. 

Ah, must thou wake the whole night thro' ? 

The day will come, and tears will keep ! 
Heartbroken still, and naught to do. — 

The world's asleep. 



Child heart bereft, child love amazed, 
Child hands in vain to heaven up-raised. 

And mute child prayers, from heavy eyes 
Melting, with tears for sacrifice. — 

Child spirit, shivering 'neath the blow 
Of new and yet unmeasured woe. 

Child strength, thus shortly called upon 
To bear, its chief inspirer gone : 

Child brain, with coolly pillowed head, 
Still aching on uncomforted. 

And shuddering thro' the lullaby, 
" I shall not see her— till I die." 



VI. 

So near a grave they lead thy feet ? 

Oh turn them quickly thence, to save 
The pitiful delusion, sweet, 

That earth is richer for a grave. 

Thou should'st be led by emulous eyes' 
Maternal softnesses to her, — 

And out of love's securities 
Thy loss half-happily infer. 

Unmoved by secrets of decay 

She never knew, and could not share, 
Of her bright spirit, in the day, 

I'd have thee merrily aware. 
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VII. 

Is it such grief to thee, this death ? 

Sweet heart, the appeal of tearsshed so 
There's nothing earthly answereth. 

Yet let them flow. 
And in the sobs of thine own breath 

Lose what the silence saith. 

The shadow of a tenderness, 

The wings of sleep, are left to thee, 
Dropt, at the accustomed, lost caress 

So punctually. 
Yet, — wanton wings ! — they tarried less 

Thy happier state to bless. 



' VIII. 

How dares my heart be teaching you 

As if it knew 

The language of the grief unknown 

You bear alone'. 

Whose words by every tear you shed 

And many a sob are numbered ? 

A tongue which quite to understand 

One must command : 

Which, had the wisest man, heart-broken. 

Himself once spoken. 

He might be bold to meet your cry 

With — almost — equal sympathy. 



IX. 

Must I sit idle thro' your tears. 
Idle in all but love's fierce will, 

So full of courage and of fears, 
That strains against your sorrow still ? 

Ah, timid love, fly home to speech ! 
And so from gentlest silence free 
The gentler words that fear to teach 
Of what a harshness words can be. 
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Remembrance. 

Oh Joy that never can be dead, 
Shall I accept a grave — for you ? 

Must all my tears be rendered 
For common earth to do 

The work of common rain and dew ? 

And shall 1 leave the thoughts unfed, 
The flowers of thought, the exotic few 

Your heavenly immigration shed, — 
Wherein I knew 

That earth and heaven together drew ? 



Sonnet. 

Days, with their change intangible, go by, 

And mark in you my losses and my gain. 

Dimming this gold hair with a deepening stain. 
They breathe unheard the baby's lullaby. 
Then, Baby, sleep ; and, sceptred Child, draw nigh 

The innocent April of your fleeting reign ! 

With smiles pay Pleasure, and, to punish Pain, 
Announce with tears the frail autocracy. 

Ere, early doomed by life's relentless laws, 
The childish purple be out-grown, I dare 
Backward thro' time to dream my darling, where. 

Held in the midst, in an eternal pause. 

This same sweet childhood, eminently fair, 

All generations to its worship draws. 
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In exiremis. 

Feigning npt to see the hand 
Lifted heavily, and cold, 
Under death's restraining hold, 

In importunate demand 
On the tenderness of old,-^ 

Love forgets to understand, 

For thy breath, the last, is banned ! 
Yesterday thy kiss became 

Death to claim. 

Proof against the half-caress 

That a moment's respite gave 
Leave to slip from Pain's excess. 
Rallying coward love to press 

To its heart the little, brave, 
Baffled waif of weariness, — 
Love is deaf and blind no less ! 
Yet to-morrow love would be 

Dead with thee. 



Waking, 

Little waking Consciousness 
Charmed away an hour ago 

By the strong, sustained caress 
Of my arms about thee so. 

Thy return, surprised and slow, 

Countless quickening pulses know. 

Silent heart that pillows this 
Little sphinx of mortal mould, 

Lo, the waking hour that is 
Lovely with the secret told, — 

Plaintive with the manifold 

Young perplexities of old ! 
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Impnssions. 

This magic flicker of a light 

But newly struck on earth, displays 

To human heart, and heavenly height, 
As clear a candour as the day's, 

Too little learned to mis-spell 

The letters of the visible. 

Here is an arrowy course, begun ^ 
On lines of truth that pever start 

On ways more devious than the sun 
Makes choice of in his heavenly chart ; 

And daintiest feet that never shy 

Into the gutter of a lie. 

To strength this minimum of power 
A ready fellowship would, lend ; 

And time, in virtue of its hour 
Of life, 'twould fancy for a friend ; 

And space, behind love's sheltering hand 

It fain would draw, and understand. 



Oh, Tropic Love. 

Oh tropic Love, to thee we bring 

The flora of delight 
That childish fingers pluck and fling 

From out the infinite ! 

Thro' her inevitable sleep, 
Would wistful Memory yield 

The fragile things she may not keep 
To star thy deathless field. 
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A Sail. 

From shores of sleep a sail, a sail, 
Sped on the early light that flows 

To wake the world, and finds you pale 
With helpless tears, and lost repose : — 

A little drowsy craft that's drawn 

To bear you dreaming thro' the dawn. 

Night's usual fleet went by in vain, 
You were so powerless to embark ; 

Urged forward in my arms, for pain 
You missed your footing in the dark : 

And all your angels cried on day 

To drive the dreadful night away. 

Sleeps dewy paths, where nightly press 
A whole world's thankless feet, for you 

Pain wove with webs of consciousness 
The magic light has broken thro' ; 

While, wistful exiles, to their home 

Those lingering dreams of yours are come. 



Favountism. 

Poor child, in each indocile mood 
A sudden orphan doomed to be ! 

I must not own the motherhood 
Of little sins that cling to me. 

But starve them for the pampered good 
Their common mother passed to thee. 

Yet, orphaned as thou sometimes art. 

Not seldom do mj' arms caress 
On its own faithless mother's heart. 

This little orphan, motherless, 
That, thro' thy dreams, it may depart, 
■ And leave thee all for tenderness. 
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Apprehension. 

To all impressions twice alive, 

Loving thee thus, alas, I win 
A shrinking self more sensitive, 

An added self to suffer in, — 
And with my complex grief profane 
The young simplicity of pain. 

Not seldom, in thy happiest mood, 
On thee, remote from all distress. 

Do my officious tears intrude 

Spring tides of wast-eful tenderness, 

That flood with pity every path 

The open map of sorrow hath. 

This laggard sympathy that scorned 
On worldly fortunes to be spent ; 

That, with its fullest strength has mourned 
Few griefs in their accomplishment, 

For many a possibility 

Is wrung at length to pity thee. 



Secrets. 



This little human history 

Is open, open as the air. 
Yet to the world a mystery 

Which, ere it end, itself must share ; — 
Life loosed a moment on the earth 
In conscious pause 'twixt death and birth. 

The lap of some enlightened past 
For earth's dark breast did you resign ? 

Or did the term expire at last 
Of some long potent anodyne, 

And bid you waken, barely sad. 

Yet secret with the dreams you had ? 

Ah, since from love such secrets be, 
I am too proud to ask from where 

You brought your face for me to see, 
And touched me with your silky hair. 

And learned the friendly secrecies 

Of unintelligible eyes. 
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Tears. 

Her sudden hand on joyous lips, 
'Neath wondering lashes Sorrow slips 

To touch the spring of tears, and move 
This sweetness to a close eclipse, 

Self-yielded to the arms of love. 

For love reserves a constant night 
Against the offences of the light, 

Were startled joys, that flock to fold. 
All piteous with the breathless flight, 

May cease their sobbing, and be bold. 



Theft. 

These tears I seem to wipe away 
Your guardian spirit stoops to save. 

Oh, heaven's the thief of earth to day. 
For unto me no drop he gave, 

When, to sleep angels yielding you. 

Hence with his spoils the robber flew. 

Yet, tho' he stole your tears to be 

Dew for the flora of the skies, 
That dew, which leapt of cloud to free 

The light of your complaining eyes, 
Tho' flashing iields of asphodel, 
Has watered all my heart as well. 

Bright boon of some celestial rose, 

This shower of strangely doubled dew, 

A little earthlier garden knows. 

While flowers in heaven rejoice anew ; 

For tears, a baby's pride that shamed. 

Love's eager earth and heaven have claimed. 
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Revelation. 

My heart of hearts invoking now, 
Emerging from the golden mist 

Breathed softly backward from a brow 
That something more than earthly kissed, 

Your forehead lifts its white appeal 
Up to my sleeping skies of love. 

And strange new planets start and feel 
How wide a heaven is theirs -to move. 

Lo, to my eyes at length revealed. 
Long harboured hidden, or remote. 

With anchor by your sweetness weighed. 
What dazzling miracles afloat ! 



Evasion, 

What guard of the sky did your beauty evade 
When earthward it broke from its dazzling peers 

To fathom, and fall in, humanity's shade ? 

And what is this rapture of heaven that clears, 

When, your hair like a light fleece of cloud blown apart. 

The star of your forehead looks into my heart ? 
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Rest. 

The world's heart throbs to many a changeful beat, 
The world's whim alters at the world's decree, 

Then, on a heart that's full of thee, my sweet, 
Rest in the arms so covetous of thee. 

Made soft to v/rap life's opening buds about 

From winds that tear the perilous world without. 

Rest on, rest on, with still unshaken breath ; 

Dream out the dawn dreams that must vanish soon ; 
Scent the sweet flowers fore-doomed to hurrying death 

In the hot advent of the dusty noon ; 
To lovely trouble tearfully enchant 
Love's heart with stir of unimagined want. 

For love's a leisure that the world has not, — 

Love is an idler that can stop to show 
A childish grief the way to be forgot, 

A baby's tears the easiest way to flow. 
When, lightly held in delicate arrest. 
Life lingers long caressing and caressed. 



How fav ? 

How far was it, sweet, how far 

You brought me yourself to love ? — 

A weary way from a happier star. 
Its pity for earth to prove, 

A flower in its fields I grew, 

A light in its heaven shone, 
But scant of flowers was the earth, it knew. 

And little the light thereon. 

Oh tender, and pure, and pale. 

How long is it, love, how long 
Your light thro' our cloudy skies shall sail, 

Your head with our weeds be hung ? — 

Till pity and love can learn 

The wisdom of tears I bring. 
My pallid light in your skies shall burn. 

My snow in your meadows spring. 
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One dead. 

You whom I meet to-day, 

Where is the child I loved, 
Who took my love for its own, and lay 

So near to the heart it moved ? 

Have you left yourself behind ? 

For ah, in your smile and kiss 
Where the child's enchantment played, I find 

Its memory only is. 

You could not hold the years 

With your childish hands at bay, 

Nor keep the speech that for life endears 
The words it tries to say. 

Then you for my sad surprise 

Must bear no blame at all, 
For in every life lived out, there dies 

A child that is sweet and small. 

It dies on a mother's breast 

In the dream-bewildered night, 
And many a midday death unguessed 

It meets in the open light. 

But, in absence love-beguiled, 

I let you live too long, 
In my brooding heart, oh piteous child, 

Long passed from men among. 

And I feel your death, and know. 
As none who have watched it may. 

As it crept upon you sure and slow ; — 
For me you have died to day. 
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The Lunatic's Wife. 
, A Quatrain and two Sonnets. 

In me thy claim's eternally allowed, 

And I in thee eternally rejoice. 
What lightning struck me from thy sight ? what cloud 

Could pour such thunder as to drown my voice ? 



" Till death us part," not, life ! Those little lives 
We thought to love with, yet must live alone, 
Our faith unbroken, but our joy o'erthrown. 

Most noble husband, tenderest of wives. 

Yet, when he comes, my flickering hope revives :- 
I lay my head upon a breast of stone : — 
My tears touch not the fountains of his own, — 

No paltriest memory of our love survives. 

Oh, look not on me, pitiless and blind ! 

I must cling closer that I may not prove 
This form a wraith as empty as the wind. 
Oh, draw me with thee, out of sight and mind. 
That I my solitary way may find 

Back to the lonely heart of him I love. 



II. 

In the remoteness of thine altered lot 

Does any thought come near enough to men 
To make the distance felt ? Half-conscious then 

Dost thou regret what might be, and is not ? 

Know, underneath the destines that blot 
Thy life's palimpsest with their lies, a pen 
Has writ my love to be revealed when 

That which b'erlies it fades, and is forgot. 

Yield then to grasping Time the exacted due 
Of this base coin his superscription mars ; 

Then let the gold of thy true self renew 
Its time-effaced impress, and 'mid the stars 

Of a new heaven, grow rich enough to pay 

The weary waste of this beclouded day. 
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Aityora. 

My own good, sought in beating death from thee ; 

The delicate joy that, thro' immortal light 

Did thee discern, in detail exquisite. 
And staked its life in one tremendous plea ; 
The fear that shook this deathless heart of me ; 

My easy power, so confident in height. 

Once having loosed thee from thy mortal plight ; - 
All, all have felt thy lost mortality ! 

Though I should love thee past the end of time. 
And thou endure it, I would yield the charms. 

And dear-bought prize of thy transcendant prime, 
To see thee dying in some mortal arms ; 

To have left thee open, in thy pitiless clime. 
To death's great claims, and little life's alarms. 



" Irt all I give thee." 



In all I give thee how I miss the good 

I might have drawn on from a worthier past ! 
How scant, how bare, now I would yield at last 

The harvest of my soul's long solitude. 

The little merit I so long subdued 

Would 1 had magnified to something vast 
Fit in the treasury of thy soul to cast. 

Oh, thou heart's miracle of magnitude ! 

I knew not then thy great deserts, nor knew 
That such a claim would miss by my neglect. 

Still tho' I fall so far beneath thy due. 
Out of the world, but thee, my soul's elect, 

Out of the world alive to-day, but thee, 

I love enough to let thee ■ lo^se by me. 



47 



Eikosohedron. 

Now of the point of this small glass the sun 
A centre makes, and paints himself in three 
Ephemeral strokes, where steadfast colours be 

There on-the wall so suddenly outdone ! 

I shade the glass, and lo, the colours run ; 
The diamond match as suddenly is free 
Of the bright rays it struck for us to see, 

The ravished secret of the light that's one. - 

You flashed to-day within a happy hour 

My life had reached to be the hour you came : — 
Yourself the angle, gloriously aflare 

With broken light. Who gave you this strange power 
To make a day a diamond, and so shame 
The hueless courses of the labouring year ? 



Waters. 

Divining rod of human feeling, fall. 

Though life and death so ably have concurred 
To keep the swelling of its waves unheard ! 

To light of laggard demonstration call 

Griefs sunk hydrology, revealing all 

Long tideless seas of spent coilfusion, stirred 
To full spring anguish at some pointless word, 

The keener afrits that stagger and appal. 

To the sad surface draw the unnumbered meres 
That lie morose the multitude among ! 

Show the advance, as each new day appears, 

Of tedious floodings from disheartened years. 
By common griefs exacted, more than wrung, 

In chilly drops that lack the salt of tears. 
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Rondels. 



" I wept when I was born, 
And every hour shows why.' 

Betwixt the start and bourn 
Such tearless deserts lie. 

The furies of self- scorn 
Man's first relief deny. 

I wept when I was born 
And every hour shows why. 

Yet, wearied and outworn 
^A^ith grief too long run dry. 

There still may come a morn 
When who shall smile but I, 

Who wept when I was born, — 
And every hour shows why. 



Hope without patience is a suicide ! — 
Thinking to distance destiny and fear 
Her ignqrant steps to glacier heights draw near 

From the mild valley and the mountain side. 

Set in a way eternally denied 

They hang o'er depths she cannot hope to clear. — 

Hope without patience is a suicide 
Thinking to distance defetiny and fear. 

Poor reckless Hope, with her blind self for guide, 
Who cannot wait to clasp the thing that's dear, 
Nor trust the shades of lovelinesses here, 

The heavenly breath of promises implied. 

Hope without patience is a suicide, 
Thinking to distance destiny arid fear. 
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Rondels. 



My love's at anchor in my heart, 
My heart at anchor in its love, 

Whose waves imperious pulses start 
Thro' all the shaken seas to move. 

Since heart and love must die apart, 
Which is the greater, who shall prove ? 

My love's at anchor in my heart. 
My heart at anchor in its love. 

Anchored in me, my sea, thou art ; 

And I, the vessel, cannot rove : — 
Past love's unchallenged, halcyon chart 

What helmsmen ever struck or strove ? 
My love's at anchor in my heart, 

My heart at anchor in its love. 



" The flight of the alone to the .■^lone."— P/o^wjk. 

In those brief ecstasies of flight 

Of the alone to the alone, 
Is seen the old, existent light, 

With earth's young, ignorant radiance one. 

The eternal and the infinite 

Do most the immortal mortal own 
In those brief ecstasies of flight 

Of the alone to the alone. 

And through the full orchestral height, 
'Mid chords familiar and unknown, 

Thrills hope for the expectant plight 
Of love's terrestial monotone, — 

In those brief ecstasies of flight 
Of the alone to the alone. 



Rmmdels. 



" War is death's feast.'' 

' War is death's feast : " the forms that die, 

And groan no more, he but released 
To Ufeless, long captivity. 

War is death's feast. 

His gains are overmuch increased. 

Yet death must fast eternally, 
Nor ever took from man or beast. 

To him the unheeded shadows fly 

That late from hampering souls have ceased ; 
And shall the untouched reality 

Grudge death his feast ? 



Youth looks on death. 

Youth looks on death all pitying ; — 

His hair, astir with love's first breath, 
Grown tremulous 'neath a darker wing,— 
Youth looks on death. 

And she who dies remembereth, 
, And lives again, remembering 
The things love said, by these he saith. 

Death goes in terror for his sting 

Which love for ever threateneth, 
While, with the promise of the spring. 
Youth looks on death. 
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Triolets. 



" Love without end, endeth never," 
Love that is not mine, but L 
Living to itself for ever. 
Love without end endeth never, 
Pure of earthHer endeavour 
Than its proper sanctity. 
Love without end endeth never 
Love that is not mine, but L 



Crown of the unrewarded dead 

Whose feet led on to thee. 
O'er their low graves incline thine head, 
Crown of the unrewarded dead. 
Then on their spirit brows instead 

Alight invisibly. 
Crown of the unrewarded dead 

Whose feet led on to thee. 



It is so common to be dead, 

So rare to be alivs. 
Lift up, lift up this drooping head ; 
It is so common to be dead. 
Of millions death has banished 

Be royal, and survive ! 
It is so common to be dead, — 

So rare to be alive. 
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Triolets. 



If you could read my thoughts, alas, 

How deeply shamed my heart would be I 

They almost break it as they pass. 

If you could read my thoughts, alas, 

How low your opening eyes would class 
That love which is the wealth' of me. 

If you could read my thoughts, alas, 

How deeply shamed my heart would be I 



To read your hidden thoughts, ah no, 
I would not, tho' you bade me, come ! 

I could not try and test you so. 

To read your hidden thoughts ? Ah, no, 

You give me all I need, to show 
The heart belied, perhaps, by some. 

To read your hidden thoughts ? Ah, no, 
I would not, though you bade me, come. 



On his imperious course, self-lit. 

Love flouts the largesse of the light, 

To which earth's lowlier walks submit. 

On his imperious course, self-lit, 

He dares the sun to follow, it. 

And staggers Luna with his flight. 

On his imperious course, self-lit, 

Love flouts the largesse of the light. 
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Triolets. 



You may be hard to recognize 

Outside the appearances we know, 
And you for wearing so despise. — 
You may be hard to recognize ; — 
A secret saint of lordlier guise 

Than one among ourselves can show. 
You may be hard to recognize 

Outside the appearances we know. 



If either die before we meet, 

What shall we do with that Before, 
Dear hope exuberant and sweet ? 
If either die before we meet, 
Must it lie stretched with rigid feet, 

And stiffened into Nevermore ? 
If either die before we meet, 

What shall we do with that Before ? 



Dido. 



She whose wit round Carthage ran, 

She whose power the world could move. 

Found a harder realm to span 

(She whose wit round Carthage ran) 

In the little heart of man. 
Wise in vain to compass love 

She whose wit round Carthage ran, 

She whose power the world could move. 
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Triolets. 



Egeria. 



Lo, Egeria's subtle soul 
In a fountain wept away ! 

Not a thought but sorrow stole ! 

Lo, Egeria's subtle soul, 

Out of wisdom's long control 
Breaking, breaking into sf ray ! 

Lo, Egeria's subtle soul 
In a fountain wept away ! 



Clytie. 



Clytie, Clytie, in the fire 

Tried, and passed to glory golden ! — 
Strong to worship and aspire, 
Clytie, Clytie' in the fire 
Fallen once of vain desire. 

Now to sunny vigils holden. 
Clytie, Clytie, in the fire 

Tried, and passed to glory golden. 



Beside some loves. 

Beside some loves which could not die with death, 

No doubt with life do my aftections run 
In halting terror of the chills beneath 

The many-clouded sun. 

So Procris, anxious with her own unfaith, 

Might glimpse the fountain of Egeria, 
And breathe the moisture of that sparkling wraith 
Incredulous, afar. 
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Cygnus. 

Ah, that was love whose simple force 
Drove Cygnus from his human corse, 
Launching his constant soul once more, 

Reclothed in white, to shape, perchance, 
Her swan-like courses to a shore 

Quick with the wan, unending trance 
Of amber sobbing Heliades ! — 

At one in altered circumstance. 
In mortal grief at one with these, 

Will Cygnus of the lordly glance. 
Lambent with kindred agonies, 

Not pause in his sedate advance. 
And set his neck's white sympathies 

Afloat among the shivering trees ? 



Echo. 

Oh Echo, Echo, after shivering pause 

Condemned thine impotence of speech to prove, 

Its least effect the fool of alien cause ! — 
To what an end did thy devotion move 
Whose passionate pulses thro' that silent grove 

Beat all for Beauty, while himself it was 
Narcissus looked his life away to love. 

And lo, by this, all, all there was of thee 

Grief doth absorb, oh gentle suicide. 
Save this weird wraith of vocal slavery, 

This freedom dead before the body died. 
In thy Love's fierce and fatal ecstacy 

With him entangled, fevered, and denied. 
Never with love, nor with a look, did he 
Break the rapt pulse of his self-scrutiny. 

To breathe of comfort at thy wistful side. 
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Aurora. 

Each childless dawn 'gainst Memnon's sculptured stone 

Aurora flings her musical despair, 
That shivers baqk in undulating moan 

Thro' roseate silence of the shaken air, 
Thrilling the dew-drops at her rising driven 
From grief far-seated in the orient heaven. 

A grief two-edged, that, turning by and by, 
Will ruthless flash the lightning of its blade, 

This dazzling horror that a man should die 
To dire inversion of lament betrayed, 

When Dawn shall watch, and powerless be to move, 

Tithonus, wrecked upon her sea of love. 



Attrora. 

In all the force that daily sets. 
The yellowing east aflame, 

What solace for thy feebleness. 
What hope, immortal frame ? 

In the quick sword that flashes night 
From heaven, what power to win 

Back death's abundant dark, for thee 
To fes^ and re'vel in ? 

No men of mortar birth could know. 
Dawn's shivering stars who scan. 

The ruth in light's great overflow 
For pity of a man. 
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The Pioneer. 

Oh happy haven of my heart 

Such traffic to begin, 
Where, borne by blessed winds apart. 

Her moods, hke ships, corns in. 
This wave, tide-driven and perplext, 

Is loth to die before 
Her largesse, floating on the next, 

Flings lavishly to shore. 
Ah me, that sweet, expectant day. 

That blue, reluctant tide. 
With breaking waves so wild to stay ! 

(So blessed to be denied.) 
'Twas then her sudden flag I knew 

A flapping sail above, 
In windy coils distorted to 

Snake shadows flouting love. 
Her fury in a tempest swelled, — 

Hev beauty's potent charm, 
A Gorgon figure-head, compelled 

The wind-swept bay to calm. 
I met her baleful looks alone, 

That stunned as if she threw 
fagged pieces of the nerveless stone 

She would have turned me to. 
And quickly for that dreadful prow 

My pilot passion made— 
The death in her familiar brow 

I challenged unafraid. 
No pestilential load unseen 

Of ship her impulse manned 
Could put a moment's quarantine 

Between her and the land. 
And listening to those curses, dumb, 

That broke from — whom but her ?- 
I pitied every word, like some 

Plague-stricken voyager. 
What if this sudden ship of wrath 

The pioneer should be 
Of a whole fleet by love sent forth 

To fathom constancy ? — 
My pilot love should draw, no less, 

Down thro' its deepest part, 
The pathos of her wickedness 

To anchor in mj' heart. 
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